[Verse 1]
She was six years old
On the swings in the soft glow
All the late summer happenin light
And he pushed and pushed
And pushed her so high
Her eyes turned to ink

[Verse 2]
She was fifteen
Gold pine cones brown hands
Carrying flowers in a puddle that someone could drown in
She said "I must die so other men can know me"
And say--
"this soft darkness with ridges like music"

[Chorus]
Sinking
Thing is
They cracked like
Like the ice that the kids would slip under
But they stayed warm
No matter what
Glimmered like voice
A sound that could hurt

[Verse 3]
The gold glow goes gloom
The early summer heat at night
A bank of lights across the water
And the things you've deconstructed like observant moths
They sway into your glow at the first second of grit

[Verse 4]
There on the cold porch steps
You curl up and cringe
Your palms full of crystals that any child could shatter
That any child could-- could shatter
That any child could shatter just by running
Without giving it any thought

[Chorus]
They recovered sharp
In a second (trill of a second)
In a second
(as we drew up to the light bank across the water)
In a second (trill of a second)
In a second (trill of a second)
In a second (as we drew up to the light bank across the water)
As we drew up to the light bank across the water
Strong
(they cracked like)
Like the ice that the kids would slip under
But they stayed warm no matter what
Glimmered like voice
A sound that could hurt